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holds must be catered for; but I must say that I do
not admire such cutting and carving of Mrs. Beeton,
though she herself was such a cutter and carver, nor
do I admire the persons, however small their house-
holds might be, for whose benefit such a transforma-
tion has been brought about. They lack poetry, a
feeling for atmosphere, to be thus willing to accept
in place of the great original work, that cosy and
luscious epic, a mere dry abridgment, Mrs. Beeton,
as it were, as a cook's mate and not as a great lady.
I am disappointed indeed to discover that this is not
the massive Book of Household Management, for it
was that volume which we had at home in the old
days (though we were a small enough household),
and it was that volume over which I used to pore for
hours when I was a small boy. By turning these
pages I had hoped to recover some fleeting emotions
of my childhood, but I am afraid that the difference
between the two versions, between the Mrs. Beeton
I once knew and this shadow of her old self, is too
marked. At best, I can only titillate my memory and
perhaps evoke the ghosts of my former emotions.

There was something, I remember, about the
appearance of our old copy of Mrs. Beeton as it stood
on the bookshelves (for we kept it among our books,
Shakespeare, Scott and the rest, and did not exile it
into the kitchen) that always attracted my attention,
as I stood on tiptoe before our tall bookcase. It was
easily the fattest book on its shelf, as indeed it ought
to have been, and still handsome in the crimson and